- A New Song on the 7 


Jorial SAILOR. 


TOW lictle do the landmen 


know 
of what we filors feel, 


When waves do mount, & winds 
do blow ; z 
but we have hearts of ſteel, 


No danger can affright us, 

no enemy ſhall flour, 

We'll make the Monſieurs right us 
ſo cofs the can about. 


N 


| Stick ſtout to order, Meſs- mates, 


| well plunder, burn, and ſink, «+ 

Then en have at your firſt 

rates, | 
for Bricons never ſhrink, 


We'll rumage all we fancy ; 
well bring them in by ſcores » 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 

- ſhall roll in Louis d'Ors, 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
with our noble commodore, 
Well ſpend our wages freely boys, 

and then to ſea for more. 


In peace well drink and fing, boys, 


in war well never fly: 

Here's a health to George our 
_ King, boys, 
and the royal family. 
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